








Dear readers, 


Thank you for reading, viewing, and enjoying the works 
contained within this zine. We invite you to travel 
Weyard as our adept heroes did: from the soaring peaks 
of Mt. Aleph to the stretching sands of Suhalla Desert, 
splashing in the waters of the Great Eastern Sea and 
climbing the spires of Mars Lighthouse, bracing against 
the bitter cold. 


If you donated to a charity before downloading this 
book, thank you for doing your part to make our own 
planet a better place. We may not be able to raise Flare 
Walls or Earthquakes against the woes of our world, 
but we can all band together to help in our own ways. 


Sincerely, 


The Golden Sun Zine Team: 
Mango 
Allison 
Saturos 
Dracobolt 
Mer 
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Mia’ Soup by Lin 


The first time I left Lemuria, and met Felix and his 
friends, I was shocked to learn of the existence of a 
Mercury clan besides my people. Of course, in retro- 
spect, it made sense that someone would have been left 
oa | behind to watch over the lighthouse, and I suspect we 
are of common ancestry; however, at the time, it was a 
new concept, and I was fascinated, and perhaps a little 
unsettled. 





Therefore, I always wanted to visit Imil, but with every- 
thing that was going on, I did not get a chance to while 

we were travelling together, nor in the months that fol- 

lowed, and in the end, it was many years before I finally 
made the trip. 


To my surprise, when I arrived, I found not just Mia (a 
woman whose strength and spirit, I must admit, shame 
those of my people), but also my friend Sheba, who 
claimed to be “resting her feet for a few months.’ She 
declared having fallen in love with the town, and when 
I asked what she meant by it, she declared, and I quote: 
“Well, have you tasted the soup?” 


Having had a chance to try it, I have to admit that it 

is easy to be seduced. There is something about this 
soup that doesn't just woo your taste buds, but also 
your heart. No matter where you hail from, I believe its 
warm, rich flavour will remind you of home, be it lazy 
evenings in a cooling breeze or days spent huddled by 
the fireplace. Therefore, I decided to share the recipe in 
this journal, for all those of us who, by design or cir- 
cumstances, are far away from home. 
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I would have called it Imil’s soup, but Justin, one of the 
resident healers, has impressed quite strongly upon me 
that this was not the way most people made it, which 

I suspect may have much to do with the fact that I’ve 
seen Mia sneak in not just black pepper, but red pepper 
flakes from Lalivero. Therefore, I present: Mia’s Soup. 


INGREDIENTS (for six servings) 

e Lamb meat, preferably shoulder or a similar cut. I 
recommend keeping the bones, but having it cut 
into two or three large chunks will make your life 
easier. Between | and 1.5kg with the bones, depend- 
ing how rich you want the soup to be. 

e Atleast four cups of vegetable stock, and additional 
water depending on the size of your pot 

¢ Two large onions. If they are in season, feel free to 
add green onions with their stalks as well! 

e 300g carrots 

e kg potatoes 

e Three (or more) cloves of garlic 

e Thyme, and if you like them, rosemary and a couple 
of bay leaves 

e Pepper, freshly crushed. Black peppercorn is the 
standard, but you can mix in pink peppercorn, red 
pepper flakes, etc. depending on your taste and how 
spicy you like your soup. 

e One large tablespoon butter 

e One large tablespoon oil 

¢ Two large tablespoons créme fraiche or sour cream 

e And most importantly, a dutch oven to cook it in! 


Carrots and potatoes are traditional, as they are grown 
in the area, but feel free to add your own local root veg- 
etables! If you prefer a slightly sweeter soup, parsnips 
would be a good choice. 








PREPARATION 


First, prepare your meat. Cut off any large chunks of 
fat on the surface of your meat, but set them aside 
for later. Then, generously rub all sides with salt, 
crushed pepper, and thyme. 

Chop onions finely. Heat the butter and oil at the 
bottom of the pot, on medium high heat. If you cut 
off a lot of fat, you can render some of it too. 

Seize your meat in the pot. You want all sides to be 
browned, or even close to crispy! Then, remove the 
meat, and add the chopped onions to the pot. Cook 
them until they're translucent, then add the meat 
back in. 

Add cold vegetable stock to the pot, enough to cover 
your meat. If necessary, add water. Add the rest of 
your herbs, a large pinch of salt, bring to a simmer, 
cover, and cook gently (low or medium-low heat) 
for two hours. 

While the meat is cooking, peel and cut your vege- 
tables into large bite sized chunks. Peel your garlic 
cloves, crush them under the flat of your knife, and 
cut them in two or three. 








Remove the meat from the broth, and let it cool a little. 
In a frying pan, render the rest of the fat. You want 
it to cover the bottom of the pan; if there is too 
little, add a little oil. Sauté the carrots for a few 
minutes, transfer them to the broth, then sauté the 
potatoes in the same fat for ten minutes, stirring 
only every couple of minutes. Two minutes before 
the end, add the garlic. 

Deglaze with a ladle or two of broth, cook down for 
a minute, then transfer everything back to the pot. 
Remove the now tender meat from the bones, and 
cut or tear it into bite sized pieces. Add both meat 
and bones back into the pot, along with a pinch or 
two of pepper, and adjust the amount of water if it 
seems too low. Cover again, and simmer for at least 
another hour. After that, reduce the heat to low, and 
keep warm as long as youd like before serving. 
Fifteen minutes before serving, remove the bones, 
add the cream, and adjust seasonings. 

Serve warm with your favourite bread! 
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Venus Lighthouse by Droory 


Victory rang hollow through Isaac's bones. For the past 
year he felt all he had done, all he and his friends had 
endured, would culminate with great satisfaction and 
triumph upon saving the world. 


Instead he just felt empty. 


He had killed two people. He had watched Felix jump to 
his presumed death after a girl they were there to save. 
Jenna was missing along with Kraden. 


It didn't feel like a victory to him. 


He sat silently with his friends atop the Aerie, strand- 
ed there for now due to the floods. Garet had made 
some attempt to speak when the reality of the situation 
had settled on them, but he soon gave up, settling into 
silence with the rest. 


The Venus Beacon hummed softly behind them, its 
warmth coursing through Isaac’s battered and bloodied 
body. The way it made him feel—safe, powerful, com- 
forted—sickened him to his very core. 


The failure running through his veins so close to the 
Beacon only punctuated that fact. Isaac wanted to leave, 
he wanted to run from this place and try to find 

Jenna, but they could see the base of the Lighthouse was 
completely submerged. Taking the elevators down was 
simply a trip directly into the sea, and climbing back 
onto a floating platform to get back inside the 
Lighthouse seemed even more dangerous. 


So they were forced to wait. 


Isaac exhaled long and slow, turning his eyes out to the 





waves far below. Since Kraden had first told them about 
the ocean in Vale he had longed to see it. He had mar- 
velled at it near Imil and its great expanse, but hardly 
had time to appreciate it, and anytime he was close 
enough to the coast on his journey he had never taken 
the time to stay and appreciate it, always afraid he would 
never catch up to Felix. 


Now though, he didn’t really have much choice but to 
look at it and all that he could see from his admittedly 
incredible viewpoint. Venus Lighthouse was as tall as a 
mountain, after all, and from here he could see practi- 
cally all of Weyard surrounding him. 


Far out into the sea—as Babi and Iodem had said— 
there was a great expanse of fog billowing around a 
single point upon the waters. The Sea of Time, Babi 

had called it. Isaac supposed it would be exciting to go 
there—the light from Venus likely serving as an even 
better guide than Babi Lighthouse would have—as he 
tried to find some joy in the moment at the thought, but 
quickly slumping back into the thought of trying to find 
any trace of Jenna or Kraden. 


Past the swirling fogs and mists were a few more is- 
lands dotted here and there—had the floods hed failed 
to stop harmed them too?—and beyond them was the 
edge. Gaia Falls, Kraden had told him during one of his 
lectures about Weyard. 


The lesson had never really made an impression on 
Isaac. After all, the edge of the world? The vast expanse 
of emptiness that stretched out and below their world? 
He never thought hed see it in his lifetime, or that it 
would ever bear any real meaning to him. 


Staring out at it now though he had to wonder where it 
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led, what was beyond Weyard? He had been fighting all 
this time to save their world from Alchemy’s destructive 
power, but was there even more to Weyard than anyone 
knew? Surely the Falls had to go somewhere, the water 
of the oceans couldn't be infinite. How deep could one 
dig before tumbling through nothing to wherever the 
Falls fell? 


Isaac found these questions distracted him from the 
gravity of the present and entertained them for a time- 
falling down the rabbit hole—even if he had only ended 
up with more questions with even more unknowable 
answers. 


Had Saturos and Menardi fallen that far? Had they died 
when they first fell? How long had they lived after if 
they hadn't? 


Isaac shook his head, looking behind him and to his 
friends. Garet was staring south as he had been, but 
Ivan and Mia had their gazes turned north. Over the 
mountain peaks they could see Lalivero, what was now a 
fallen ruin of Babi Lighthouse, up to Kalay, and even as 
far as the shimmering blue light of the Mercury Beacon 
standing tall above Imil. 


They had truly come so far, seen so much, and grown 
more powerful than Isaac ever could have dreamed had 
he stayed in Vale. He looked a little to the west, easily 
finding the peak of Mt. Aleph—tall amongst the moun- 
tain range that sheltered his home. 


Isaac took in a deep breath, the image of his sickly 
mother and of Garet’s family waiting for them to return 
triumphant strong in his mind. He paused and took in 
the picture of Weyard stretching out before him, all of it 
laid bare before his eyes at this height. 
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It was all truly so beautiful and as he took it all in he 
found his worries compounded and turned his gaze 
further north. 


Saturos and Menardi had mentioned that was where 
they were from, and—though he had no clear picture— 
staring towards the northern reaches brought a crush- 
ing reality. 


Monsters though they may have been, they were still 
people. They would have had parents, perhaps siblings 
or even children, friends and loved ones. Were they out- 
liers or did all of their people want Alchemy returned? 


Felix had been trapped there for three long years... 

and it had changed him. The Fire Clan... Isaac tried to 
dwell on their criminal intent and what they must have 
done to Felix, not wanting to humanise them after being 
forced to kill. 


His fists clenched as he focused on a new goal, the Fire 
Clan would have to be stopped. They must have been 
the same as Saturos and Menardi. If Felix had survived, 
he would have to be stopped too. 


It would take time, one step after another. But if he 
could save Weyard, then he could save Jenna too. Then 
they would be able to see all of this beautiful world 
together. 


— 
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Wanderlust Sweets by Lin 


To be quite honest, my first experience of Indra was, if 
memorable, not exactly pleasant. 


I’ve visited Madra several times, over the course of my 
travels with Felix and his friends, and several more 
since, and it is a splendid town, verdant and increasing- 
ly bustling, but I have never been able to feel quite at 
ease. A shame, as its people, when they aren’ driven to 
desperation, are friendly and hospitable, but no matter 
how hard I try, when I find myself there I can never 
forget the stuffy dimness of that cell, or how unnerving 
it was to sleep with one wall open, free for anyone to 
come and watch me or even enter and hurt me, if they 
chose, while I was held inside by those bars. The nights 
in Madra arent cold, but I never fell asleep without a 
chill, and the light blanket could never feel safe enough. 


The other thing I can never forget is the scent of spices. 


I myself was fed mostly flat bread and water, but when- 
ever the evening drew near, the whole town would 
come alive with the smell of Madras rich cooking, their 
delicious curries and sweet delicacies. I strove not to 
show any weakness, but the contrast between my cold 
fare and the enticing smells only made my yearning to 
be back home with my family stronger. 


When I was finally released, I sadly had no time to sit 
down and enjoy the food the Mayor's family offered to 
spoil me with. It was only much later that I got to taste 
his wife's curry and the nut-studded bread her mother 
baked. But before I left, she gave me a box of the spices 
that she used in her tea, in hope that at least one aspect 
of Madra would bring me joy rather than bitterness. 
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I was never as addicted to tea as Sheba and Kraden 
are, and could not have drunk it all before the spices 
lost their fresh edge, so instead, Jenna and I decided to 
make sweets with them. These are crispy on the out- 
side and soft and chewy on the inside, and I am quite 
proud of them. 


I would like to make it clear that the inclusion of alcohol 
was Kraden’s idea. 





INGREDIENTS 

For the cakes: 

e 500mL milk 

e 100g white sugar 

e 150g brown sugar 

e 125g wheat flour 

¢ 30g unsalted butter (keep a little extra for the moulds) 

e three egg yolks 

e 100mL rum (or, if you don't like alcohol, 100mL 
more milk) 

e Crushed pistachios, or whichever nut you choose 
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e 1 teaspoon black tea (5mL) 
e Spices: 
e 10 green cardamom pods 
¢ 1 star anise 
¢ 10 peppercorns (of the colour(s) of your choice 
depending on taste!) 
e 10 coriander seeds 
« 10cloves 
e A quarter teaspoon of crushed cinnamon 
e A few slices of lemongrass 
e 2cm slice of fresh ginger, sliced thinly 


These spices are just a suggestion. Feel free to add your 
own favourites according to taste, or to use two table- 
spoons of an already mixed spiced tea! 


For the sauce: 

e 150mL milk 

e 50g white sugar 

e 5g unsalted butter 


I recommend using shallow, round moulds, but differ- 
ent shapes will work. If you want the cakes to be bigger, 
closer to the size of muffins, you will have to bake them 
for longer (at least 10 to 15 minutes more). 


PREPARATION 
The day before: 


Prepare the batter: 

e Lightly crush your spices with a mortar and pestle, 
or under the flat of a blade. They don't need to be 
powdered, just cracked so they can fully release 
their flavours. 

e Ina large saucepan, pour ALL your milk, the spices, 
and the tea. 

e Gently heat the milk, on medium-low heat, until it 
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starts to simmer. Do not look away from it! Milk on 
the fire is like Briggs: Look away for even a moment 
and it will run away from you. 

Reduce the heat to low, cook for an additional ten 
minutes, then turn off the fire and let cool complete- 
ly, at least an hour. 

Melt the butter and let it cool. 

With a spatula, mix the egg yolks with the brown 
and white sugar. Add the cool melted butter, and 
mix until the texture turns creamy. 

Add the flour, in three steps, mixing between each 
until the flour is incorporated. 

Strain the milk. Pour 500mL of it in the batter, in 
small increments, stirring as you go. Don't be too 
greedy, or you will end up with lumps and have to 
work harder in the end. Set the rest of the milk aside. 
Add the rum, stir gently until homogeneous. Set the 
batter aside in a cool place (preferably under 5°C) 
for the night. 


Make the sauce: (If you are too wary of cooking milk 
and dont care about missing out on some of the spicy 
flavour, you may be able to purchase already condensed 
milk instead) 


Pour your remaining infused milk back into the 
saucepan, along with the rest of the sugar, and half 
of the remaining butter. 

Once more, heat the milk gently until it starts 
simmering. 

Set your fire as low as it can go. Let the milk and 
sugar cook for at least one hour, preferably two. 

If the heat is low enough, you don’t need to keep 
watching and stirring, but do try to keep an eye on 
it regularly. It must not darken too much in colour, 
nor start bubbling. On the other hand, if it doesn’t 
seem to thicken, you can raise the heat just a little, 








but keep an eye out for bubbles! 

e Once the milk has thickened enough that it will coat 
a spoon rather than flowing right off it, turn off the 
heat entirely and set aside in a cool place. 


* The next day: 

ry e Set your oven to high heat (280 to 300°C) 

e Butter your moulds, and lightly sprinkle them with 
white sugar. 

e Stir your batter gently to smooth it out, then pour it 

os into the moulds. Be sure to leave at least lcm empty 

Oe at the top, more if your moulds are bigger. 

¢ Put the cakes into the oven, and bake them at high 
heat for five minutes. 

e Without opening the oven, lower the heat to me- 
dium-high (200°C), and bake for another thirty 
minutes, until the edges of the top surface turn 
from gold to brown and the surface is fully golden 
and crispy. 

e Remove the cakes from the oven. Let them cool for 
five minutes, then turn them over to free them. 

e Just before serving, coat the top of your cakes with 
the sauce, then sprinkle pistachios on top. 
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Rocks 
by Victoria Liao 


























Ocean by Droory 


Being on the open ocean—Lemurian ship or not—always 
unsettled Felix. He often did whatever he could to avoid 
being near the railings of the ship, and tried to focus upon 
the horizon or whatever land they were sailing towards rather 
than the water that carried them. 


He knew that if he gazed too long at the surface of the water 
he would be right back in Vale's river, struggling against the 
rapid current as he clung to a shattered piece of wood. 


Felix felt ridiculous to be afraid of water after all he had been 
through since that night, but even bathing sometimes took 
more effort than he cared to admit to the others. 


Yet, there were still times when Felix didn’t find himself 
paralysed by the past—Mercury Lighthouse and Aqua’s 

Rock effectively freezing him in place when the chill of 

water ran across his body. 


There were times—such as his current one—where he didnt 
find the presence of water suffocating and even dared to say 
it was somewhat soothing. The gentle rocking of the ship 
didn’t instil nausea in him as it often did on the open ocean, 
the light lapping of the low waves against the hull was like a 
gentle song, and the salt of the sea on the air filled him with 
a strange energy. 


Kraden would sometimes spoil the peace Felix managed to 
find when surrounded by one of the things he feared most 
by talking at length about the very subject. Musing about the 
creatures of the sea, how Psynergy released from Mt. Aleph 
may have affected them as it had animals on land, how deep 
the waters went on their flat world and the relationship to it 
all to the ever growing Falls at the edge of the world. 


Felix did his best to ignore Kraden whenever he would start to 
think out loud or give a lecture to any who would listen, even 
asking him to be quiet more than once, the thought of water- 








falls and empty nothingness twisting his stomach around even 
worse than any bout of seasickness might have caused. 


Felix sucked in a deep breath of the sea air, the strange sting 
of it in his nostrils refreshing him in a way he couldn't quite 
place, and pushed the thoughts Kraden had brought up from 
his mind. With a careful few paces away from the wall of 

the ship’s cabin, summoning as much courage as he could 
muster, he placed a shaky hand onto the railing and looked 
over the edge. 


His hand gripped tight onto the wood of the rail, helping to 
ground and centre him, as he stared into the shallows below. 
Thankfully he could see the ocean floor, the strange colours 
of aquatic flora and fauna shimmering beneath the shifting 
and shining sea. Fish swam by through corals, small crabs 
scuttled about in search of food, even a small school of dol- 
phins swam curiously close before continuing on their way. 


Felix hated himself for shaking as he looked at the picture of 
serenity below him. He knew he was justified in it and that 
none could blame him, but that didn’t make him feel any 
better about it. 


But, hed been trying. He really had. Hed been doing his best 
to overcome the paralysis that often gripped him when he felt 
any part of him sink into water. Piers had been the best help, 
having a Mercury Adept capable of controlling the water gave 
Felix at least some sense of security as Piers and the others 
tried to help him through his fears. 


Not to say the others hadn't helped, Kraden had numerous 
potions hed learned to make to quell nerves, Sheba gave 
wonderful hugs and always seemed to know what Felix 
needed during or after another foray into water and Jenna... 
was a comfort he had longed for while trapped in Prox, the 
reason he had fallen into the river in the first place—to save 
her from it—and her warm embrace and sisterly tones could 
bring him out of any panics more often than not. 


Felix smiled gently, feeling that same warm touch on his arm 
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that steadied his shakes now. 
“You okay?” 


Her voice was like a gentle fire, warming the chill that en- 
cased his heart. He let out a slow breath, shaky at first but 
smoother towards the end. Swallowing once, eyes still gazing 
into the calm shallows below, he nodded. 


“Yeah,” he turned to his sister. She was smiling, but he could 
see the concern for him in his eyes. “Td... I'd like to try.” 


Jenna's eyebrows raised in surprise for a moment, before 
beaming to him with a confident nod. 


It took time, and was by no means a smooth or an easy pro- 
cess. Felix failed just as often as he made some small success 
or reached a new goal, but with the help of the others he 
found comfort in water again. 


There were times when it still paralysed him, made him shiv- 
er and quake as though he was clinging to that piece of wood 
in Vale's river again. 


But there were also times where he enjoyed it, playing on 
the beach with his friends, or diving through the shallows to 
find lost treasures and relics of the old world to bring to old 
Sunshine. 


Felix smiled wide, waist-deep in the ocean, as his friends— 
including those Isaac had brought with him—wrapped one 
another in a big group hug. 
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Rest by Saturos 


Theyre probably at the bottom of the sea by now.. 


I dreamed of Falls, cast 
unfrozen over cliff: a saline 
streak over the planet's 
chin. Tides rose for 


my corpse, ours, claws 
locked together coral- 

slow, sinews soon 

food for fish, scales to scales 


weigh fire, sibilant kiss 

of a last splash. Beacon a second sun 
to dawn on waves, as Weyard 
shrugs off rust: 


immersed blades, too; 
bear scars 

as our bodies. Sheathed 

in ocean slumber, currents 


slither through ribcage, 

bones embed in sediment. 

The Falls resound in my skull; 

no northern snow blankets seabed. 


We sleep the decades, 
Menardi and I, our grins 
sharp beneath the surface 
while the waking world rises. 





Here. Mercurial eddies, vapour 
curls a smirk matched 
to our own, masked. 


Earth cradles us, pillar 
breaching aerie: a familiar face, 
wild mahogany, chestnut 


tears. Dragonskin shrouds. Burning herbs. 
The heir of Puelle’s heir announces, 
Welcome home, heroes. 
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Wide Ocean Risotto by Lin 


When I was a child, my mother used to make a dish 
out of rice and seafood. It was one of my favourites, 
and she made it often, and for the longest time, I didn't 
question it. It was only as I grew up that I realised 

that it took very long to make, and that rice, being 

so labour-intensive to cultivate, had fallen out of use, 
and how much effort she put into procuring it for my 
sake. As the years passed, she stopped making it, but 
although I missed it, I never asked her why; to me, 

as inconsequential as it was in the grand scheme of 
things, it was one more silent reminder of the decay of 
my people, who in their melancholy had lost even the 
taste for a well-cooked, rewarding meal. 


When I met Felix and his friends, years later, I was sep- 
arated from my ship, and had to go to great lengths to 
access it again, only to find it filled with squid-like mon- 
sters. Emptying the ship of its gelatinous inhabitants 
took so long that by the end of the day, I found myself 
craving a healthy serving of squid. I thought back to the 
flavours of my youth and resolved to ask my mother for 
her recipe, now that I could easily buy rice in Izumo and 
seafood in any of the ports we took to stopping at. 


Unfortunately, when we finally reached Lemuria, I 
found that my mother had passed in my absence. For 
a long time, the grief was such that I refused to think 
much about my childhood, and instead focused on the 
mission on hand. 


It was only years later, as I came to visit my uncle again, 
that I had the courage to go through the belongings she 
had left for me, and found, by chance, her recipe book. 
In this age of change and growth, of budding contact 








with the outside, I like to think that she would have 
loved to put her all into cooking old favourites again, 
and try her hand at recipes from distant lands. 


I have made this recipe myself again, but I would like to 
share it, with friends and strangers alike, in celebration 
of this new age that she would have loved to see. 


INGREDIENTS 

e Oil (at least 120mL/ 8tbsp) 

e 250g scallops 

e 250g assorted seafood (shrimp, squid, mussels, etc) 

e 7 shiitake mushrooms 

e 2cups of round rice 

e 130 mL white wine 

e Atleast four cups of strong bonito stock (or any 
other fish-based stock, as long as it isn’t too light. 
Feel free to include mushrooms, seaweed, and other 
flavouring ingredients in your stock!) 

¢ 60mL/4tbsp sweet rice wine 

e 95g grated parmesan cheese (plus extra for garnish, 
to taste) 

e 15g/1tbsp butter 

e 25g pine nuts 

e 200g salmon, cut in cubes (approx 2cm) 

¢ 90mL/6tbsp cream 

e 15mL/1tbp sweet soy sauce 


One large pot or skillet, and one frying pan. 


PREPARATION 

e Chop four of your mushrooms in small pieces 

e Ina large pot or skillet, heat 45mL/3 tablespoons of 
oil on medium-high heat. Seize the edges of your 
scallops, without crowding them, until the edges 
take on a little bit of colour, then add the rest of 
your seafood. Stir occasionally, and cook until the 











liquid has reduced but not completely disappeared. 
Deglaze with a tablespoon of wine, and set aside in 

a plate or bowl, making sure to keep all the liquid 
with your seafood. 

In your now empty pot, heat up 4 more tablespoons 
of oil on medium heat, then pour in your rice. Stir the 
rice in the oil until it has become slightly translucent. 
Pour in 100mL of wine, and stir until the liquid has 
almost disappeared 

Pour in one cup of stock, in small increments. Stir 
constantly, and pour more liquid whenever the rice 
has absorbed what was already there. 


Once you have added approximately one cup of 
stock, add one glass of cold water, as well as your 
chopped mushrooms. Once most of that liquid has 
been absorbed, add the seafood that you had re- 
served earlier, including all their juice. 

Keep adding stock and stirring, until the rice is 
fully cooked, and no longer has a hard core. This 
will take a while, and might require more liquid 
depending on your rice; if you run out of stock, 
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you can add water. 

Lower the heat to low. Add two tablespoons of sweet 
rice wine, 75mL/5 tablespoons of cream, and 75g of 
parmesan cheese. Stir, cover and let simmer. 

In a bowl, mix the remaining cream, wine, sweet rice 
wine, the soy sauce, and 10g of parmesan. Slice your 
remaining mushrooms. 

In the frying pan, heat up the butter and 1 teaspoon 
of oil on high heat. Add the salmon cubes, then the 
pine nuts and mushrooms. You want the edges of 
the salmon to be slightly crispy, but the inside to still 
be mostly rare. 

Once the sides of the salmon cubes are crispy, lower 
the heat to medium and pour your sauce over them. 
Make sure to deglaze the pan, then cook down for at 
most a minute, and take off the heat. 

Serve the risotto in deep plates or bowls. Decorate 
with a few cubes of salmon and a few mushroom 
slices and pine nuts, pour some sauce over the top, 
and sprinkle some extra parmesan cheese. 

Enjoy the taste of your hard work! 





Loho by Sora G. Silverwind 


My studious little badger, 


Here is where I would normally say I hope this letter 
finds you well. However I am sure you are safely hid- 

ing among your books and given the current chaos in 
Loho, — perhaps in all Weyard, I need all the energy I 
can muster and therefore cannot waste any of it worrying 
about you. This, you understand and thus we are friends. 
Besides if any city could survive the sky exploding and 
the land folding in on itself it would surely be Tolbi. 


No doubt this will arrive to you long after the events I 
refer to. As I write it is two weeks out from that terri- 
ble spectacle, and the overland routes to Loho remain 
impassable. The surrounding seas have grown violent 
and claimed the men who went out to survey its waters. 
Thus I have my doubts about how soon my words will 
be able to reach you. Then why write this at all, you 
may ask — but such a thing should be recorded some- 
where, should it not. Iam no scribe like you but in this 
case the facts are astonishing enough that they should 
suffice. However I can offer no explanation about what 
happened that day, only my recollections and a current 
report on the state of things. 


To begin with I was mending a tear in one of my skirts 
when purple light streaked suddenly across the sky from 
southwest to northeast, staining the land and turning 
the shadows strangely warm in its passage. Curious I 
was induced to track its path. As I turned I saw a stream 
of golden light as well, and there was a glimpse of crim- 
son and blue before the sky lit up brighter than a light- 
ning flash. I naturally doubled over in shock and as I 
began to recover my sight the ground heaved and threw 
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me off my feet. The world shook so hard I thought my 
eyes would right fall out of my head. When the shaking 
stopped and I looked to Loho I saw the town half-flood- 
ed, half-collapsed. Many trees were toppled over in the 
surrounding woods. I was told later that the western 
shore gave way in the wake of ocean waves crashing 
down upon it from gargantuan heights. 


Loho is in miserable conditions to state the obvious. 
The stately gray of the ruins which gave us shelter are 
now crumbled by force or stained by damp, much of it 
being also uninhabitable currently. It is very difficult to 
get around with the mud sucking at our boots or water 
turning the stones slippery, for the weather has also set 
in quite wetly. Despite the rush of waves and the sea 
breeze coming through the overall atmosphere is grim 
and empty for many of our number have been lost to 
this great tragedy. Needless to say no one is in any mood 
to mine, least of all me who lost one of my best claims 
to the sea. I should be thankful to be still possessed of 
my life yet I can only think about how much longer it 
will take to pay off these wretched debts, a foolishness 
not my own. It is my fondest wish that Maynard has 
been taken in by some new hole in town. While Tol- 

bi must be more intact than Loho I cannot imagine it 
escaped unscathed. 


For all my complaining I seem to be the most fortunate 
occupant of Loho at the moment as not long after I 
initially wrote to you I vacated my bed at the inn to put 
up camp further inland in order to escape inane prattle 
and unseemly smells. Presently most everyone else has 
moved to higher ground as well to recover and plan. 
Therefore my escape has been rendered null. Recent 
days have been spent hauling buckets of saltwater out 
of the ruins or clearing away debris. Supplies are scant 
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since water has ruined much of Dasia’s stock. Please 
send word to the merchants guild that we would like 
some food, clothes, medicines, and similar other goods 
as soon as they can journey here. 


Such a reversal of fortune as I have described should not 
shock someone of my circumstances. Yet I am struck as 
numb as any other person of wit here. It was only days 
before that our digging territory expanded significant- 
ly thanks to a band of travelers which somehow made 
use of the giant cannon previously excavated to break 
down a rather obstinate wall. Now chunks of the sur- 
rounding cliffs have blocked off much of the area again 
and as previously written the ground is a hazard to walk 
upon. In the interest of community it has been officially 
decreed that all efforts should be directed towards re- 
covery for the time forthcoming. So it will be a little bit 
before we can strike out for riches once again. However 
given the present difficulty of travel I think we shall 
have enough to offer by the time any merchants arrive. 
Perhaps do not tell them overmuch of our dire straits 
else they abandon us as an unprofitable lot. 


But some good news, at least for you. The earthquakes 
which struck Loho also revealed more of the ruins here. 

It is one of the few things that sparks any joy currently at 
least among a certain contingent. The dwarves — if only 
you could listen to how they babble during their shovel- 
ing, one almost thinks that they believe the sorry fate of 
their fellow miners to be a price well paid for this discov- 
ery. Anyway they have become very convinced that this 
place was once an ancient armory for we have found a 
stockpile of additional cannons all identical to the origi- 
nal one we found. There is heavy debate over what should 
be done with them and not all of it is conducted in words. 
As for myself I would rather know about any new ore 














deposits available in the broken ground. But as always 
I welcome your input whether or not I understand it. I 
imagine the dwarves would as well. 


While there is much more to be told, exhausted as I am 
I cannot keep awake to explain them to you now. I feel 
quite badly that I cannot match the pages of news and 
thinkings that you send to me particularly in these sorts 
of times. But you understand of course, it is all I can 
manage merely to endure let alone write. Yet though I 
miss you and everyone else, I have grown to prefer my 
life here. Then as now, Loho is a simple place of sim- 

ple living, which suits someone of my temperament. It 
could be said that this disaster has simplified it further 
to pure survival of which I have much experience with. 
Though it is hard everyone always says I am a hard 
woman so surely this is the best match I could have ever 
made in my life. 


So in closing I offer my assurances that in spite of every- 
thing there will eventually come a day when I can once 
again make you all those lovely drinks that your delicate 
constitution will not permit you to stomach. 


— Yours truly 




















Kalt by Droory 


Kalt had always been quiet, a simple enough place for a 
simple life. In her youth there were a few more people to 
share the island with, but over time they had all left for 
warmer pastures—as had her children. 


But she was happy to remain on the island she had 
known all her life with her childhood sweetheart. The 
little island, cold though it could sometimes be, held a 
special place in her heart. She had lived her whole life 
there, learned the Kaltic traditions passed down through 
the generations, and met with the fascinating people of 
the north. 


They would sail there often, to Prox, when they were 
younger, bringing with them crops the northern town 
struggled to grow and received herbs, furs, and meats 
in return. They were a wonderful people, truly as warm 
as the strange powers that burned within them. As the 
years went on and sailing north became too much of a 
task for her and her husband, the people of Prox began 
to sail to them. 


‘They were always welcomed with open arms, like an 
extended family, and brought into her humble home. 
The Proxians often said they didn't feel the cold, but she 
wouldn't allow them to travel all the way and not show 
them hospitality. 


She was sure to cook them the famous Kaltic stew, a 
little bit of a popular dish in Prox whenever she and 
her husband had visited. While she knew the visits 
they shared were, at the heart of it all, purely for trade, 
she was sure the people of Prox enjoyed stopping at 
Kalt as much as she enjoyed having them. 








Yet it had been some time since the last visits. 


There were four the time before last, two from Prox 
itself, a stranger with blue hair, and the young lad who 
had been saved. She knew his story, and felt for him— 
even if she didn’t truly understand all that she was told. 


She had welcomed them just the same, wishing them well 
on their journey south. Seasons passed and the world 
became harsher, colder, the seas often freezing solid and 
preventing any travel to or from the Northern Reaches. 


The last group was just two Proxians, nearly a year later, 
and they had brought many supplies and gifts from their 
town—all of the people wishing them well despite the 
difficulties sailing there. Those two enjoyed her cooking, 
as ever, before departing south just as the others had. 


She missed the people of Prox, and her mind would 
sometimes wander to the groups that had sailed south. 
Any time she and her husband shared a pot of Kaltic 
stew they would talk about the people of Prox and the 
groups, wondering how their journey was faring. 


It was about two more years before visitors stopped at 
Kalt Island again. A magnificent ship, not too unlike the 
ones the Proxians would often sail—but bearing wings 
on either side, moored itself on the frozen beaches. 


A group of nine walked through the blustery and snowy 
weather towards her simple cottage. At the head of the 
group was an almost familiar face, older now, a different 
look in his eyes, but she welcomed Felix all the same 
along with all of his new—and old—friends. 


She was so glad to see he had reunited with his sister. 


He thanked her for her hospitality, the entire group 
doing what they could to help around the island— 





despite her objections that they rest—before gathering 
in her humble home for dinner. 


Felix himself requested the famous stew, insisting on 
helping and learning how to cook it. She was more 
than glad to show him, happy to pass on the knowl- 
edge to such an eager student. 


Together they boiled the cuts of lamb, sliced and seasoned 
the potatoes, and added the finishing spices to the stew all 
while the house was alive with chatter and warmth. She 
was beaming as she and Felix served the bowls of steam- 
ing stew to the smiling and hungry faces of everyone, the 
life in the house breathing more into her. 


There was no room for the group to stay once the meal 
was finished, all of them thanking the Kaltic pair for 
their hospitality before returning to their ship for the 
night. Felix was the last to leave. He stayed for several 
hours after to talk with the couple. 


He shared stories, told them what had happened—in a 
limited capacity she was sure given the fantastical nature 
of his quest—and promised that once he had helped 
Prox and his quest was over that he would be stopping 
by again soon with three more mouths to feed. 


Before he left Felix hugged the both of them, thanking 
them for their help and the warmth they had brought 
to Prox during his time there. She and her husband 
returned it eagerly, promising to have the table set and 
ready for when he returned. 
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Prox by Aza 


The first Felix sees of Prox is the abyss. 


They left Vale in spring, but the land where they finally dock 
is completely covered with a shimmering blanket of undis- 
turbed snow. They get off the ship and Saturos and Menardi 
lead them with no hesitation across the white land, towards 
the columns of smoke on the horizon. Saturos carries Felix 
at the head of the march. It’s embarrassing, being carried 
like a baby, when Felix is fifteen now, almost a man, but he is 
glad not to have to walk on his broken leg, in this knee-high 
snow, and Saturos’s body temperature runs very high despite 
the cold. Mom and mister Kyle help Dad hobble behind, and 
Menardi guards the rear. They reach the village before eve- 
ning falls. Saturos hasn't even needed to put Felix down. 


He doesn't put Felix down. 


While Menardi’s glinting scythe pushes the yelling adults 
through the gate, Saturos makes a turn, continuing along the 
fence that surrounds the village, and carries a weakly strug- 
gling Felix to the edge of the world. 


The sun is setting when they reach it. Saturos drops Felix 
all at once, like a bale of hay; Felix just barely manages 

to avoid landing on his bad leg, but his bones still jostle 
painfully. He chokes back a gasp, and again when a large 
clawed hand grasps the scruff of his neck and pulls him up 
to stand straight. 


“Look,” Saturos says. 


There isn’t any particular intonation to his voice. Just his usu- 
al dry snapping tone, but he doesn't sound angry or threaten- 
ing or anything at all. Perfectly neutral. 


Felix looks. 


He almost falls off, from the sheer shock, disorientation, 
vertiginous terror; Saturos tugs him back firmly, and Felix 





stumbles along, messy and hurried in confusion, on his bad 
leg, and doesn't even register the sting of pain immediately — 
too busy processing what he's seeing, too stunned. 


There is nothing in front of him. A hole, with no bottom to it, 
no other side, nothing beyond and nothing below. Nothing, 
all the way down. 


“This is where the world ends,” Saturos says, cold and dry 
and calm, like they're not standing on the edge of complete 
emptiness, like they're not just a step away from falling and 
never hitting anything. “Well, right now, at any rate. The cliff 
is eroding; in a month, this spot we are standing,” he stomps 
one foot onto the frozen rock and Felix’s teeth bash together, 
“won't be here anymore.” 


He turns around. He turns them around: he has to grab 
Felix’s shoulder and pull to physically tear him away from 
infinitely staring into the void beyond. Felix doesn’t think he 
would ever have managed to do that on his own. 


But it seems easy for Saturos. 


“You're walking the way back to the village,” he is informed, 
again in no particular tone. 


It is a slow-going trudge, through the snow and in the dark, 
with Felix’s aching wobbly leg and ill-suited boots, but — and 
the realization is an icicle in Felix’s terror-frozen stomach — 
the distance itself isn’t very far at all. 


Felix probably would still have understood if he had been 
allowed to get rest and care and an explanation of Prox’s 
situation before making that trip. But the way Saturos has 
(literally) shoved him face to face with the reality of it all 
means that Felix thinks of the rift first, and constantly. As 
his parents hug him and he eats the strange but warm food 
someone cooked for them and he drops into a bed someone 
made up for them with bear skin covers, as he meets Puelle 
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in the morning, as a healer tends to his leg — the entire 
time, the awareness of the void gnaws at his thoughts, the 
same way the void is gnawing on the world. 


Puelle apologises for them being taken hostage, but does 
not say Saturos and Menardi shouldn't have done it. That is 
because he is desperate. 


They are given an empty house. It’s in the north of the village; 
it'll be the first house to go. 


A woman with teal skin and red eyes puts her scaled, 
clawed hands on his shin and suffuses Psynergy into it, 
warm and tingling like a campfire, and his leg is all mend- 
ed. No professional healing can do anything about the cliff 
crumbling, though. 


When Felix takes his first real walk through the village, 
there’s a bunch of children playing around the frozen river. 
They have never known a time when the edge of the world 
was not this perilously close. By the time they are grown, 
when they have children of their own, this village won't 
exist anymore. 


Felix visits the healer to say thanks, for his leg and for Dad 
and for mister Kyle's arm. Her name is Jadi and she just 
learned that her husband died in Vale. She has a son, and an 
elderly mother, who says with a placid smile that she hopes 
to die before Prox does. 


Felix doesn't know what to say, but Jadi smiles, sadly, and 
says, why doesn't he go outside and go play with Orion. 


Orion is just a little younger, but Proxians’ feet are pretty big, 
with the scales and claws, so his old ice-skating shoes fit Felix 
and he teaches him how to slide on the frozen river, which 
Felix always wanted to learn and never had a chance before, 
because it rarely gets cold enough in Vale to do that safely on 
the pond around their house, and Mom worries, and isn't it 
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funny how he’s here now, learning to skate on ice, because he 
still drowned anyway. 


Then they get piled by a bunch of younger children asking to 
play. They look even stranger than the adults, all weirdly pro- 
portioned, huge eyes and huge pointed ears and huge hands, 
though their claws are tiny because their parents don’t want 
them to hurt each other when they play, which is an odd 
statement considering they are also coughing fireballs at each 
other every five minutes. They teach Felix how to make an 
igloo, which keeps you warm even though it’s made of snow. 


Prox doesn't really use money, apparently; since the sea start- 
ed freezing over, they haven't been able to trade with other 
settlements. Everyone just does their part. So someone is sent 
to the house to bring food regularly, and Mom befriends half 
of the village through asking for recipes and to be shown how 
to cut up and cook some of the weirder wild game from the 
area. Dad and mister Kyle befriend the other half by using 
their Venus Psynergy to fix buildings and furniture. 


After a week, Felix asks where Menardi’s house is. She makes 
a weird face when she sees him, like she’s wondering if this is 
a trap of some sort, but it’s not like Felix would even be capa- 
ble of hurting her, and he’s going to be living here so they're 
kind of neighbours, right? She lives with her parents. She has 
a little sister, who is just slightly younger than Felix but really 
aggressive, so Felix keeps cautious distance. 


It's not the nicest of visits, but it isn’t terrible. 


The next day, Karst is sent to Felix’s house to bring them 
some sort of extremely thick fish soup, and she is rather un- 
happy about being forced to do that and very impolite about 
it but Mom thinks she’s the cutest thing, with her shiny pink 
hair, so that’s funny. (Mom doesn't try asking for the recipe of 
the soup, though.) 
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Felix’s room is in the attic. There's a tiny window just under 
the roof, and from there, every morning (except when there's 
a blizzard), when he opens his eyes, Felix can see the unlit 
Mars Lighthouse, and the cliff where the world ends, maybe a 
mile from its base. 


He understands now, why it’s so easy for Saturos to look at 
the eroding edge of the world, and to turn around and walk 
away: because walking away doesn't change anything. He is 
always looking into the void, always thinking about it, like 
everyone else in Prox, and like Felix now. Saturos and Menar- 
di and Jadi’s husband and their comrades travelled all the way 
to Vale because they could never truly walk away from it. 


Felix thinks about it for another week, then he bundles him- 
self up in furs and climbs down the stairs to the village, and 
asks where Saturos lives. 


“You'll go again,” he says when the door opens. 
Saturos simply nods. It’s obvious. Felix feels stupid saying it. 


“And when you succeed, you'll need to get into the Venus 
Lighthouse, eventually. That’s why you took me and Dad and 
mister Kyle.” 


Saturos tilts his head and crosses his arms. 


Felix exhales. His breath fogs up in the dry cold air. Just a few 
miles away, another part of the cliff crumbles into nothing- 
ness. “I'll come. I'll go with you.” 


Saturos grins, pointed and sharp. 
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